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A long corridor stood before me, closed doors on either side. As my eyes focused, | realized | was backstage, 
in the belly of a large venue. | could hear the dull thump and clatter of a band performing somewhere. | walked 
slowly down the hall. People scurried around me, ignoring me as if they didn't even see me. There was 
something off about them, too. Something strange looking, like they were caught, stuck, in another era. The 
eighties? 


Guys dressed in tight jeans with teased out long hair. Girls with bigger hair and tighter jeans. | remember this. 
And | remember why | am here. He's in here somewhere. My footsteps grew frantic. | hurried my pace, looking 
for him. Hold on, baby. I'm coming! There was a sign, in yellow, taped to the wall beside a closed door. 


"Megadeth Dressing Room." 


| was ready to barge right in there but my senses told me to stop, wait, listen 


"fucking done it this time, Junior. | swear to fucking God, you can't do a goddamn thing right, can you? What 
the fuck is wrong with you?" 


"| didn't do - " He was cut off by the sound of a hand slapping skin. 
"Didn't do it? Who the fuck are you kidding? Why are you lying to me?" 
‘lm not lying!" 


Another smack. My stomach tightened and | brought my hand to my mouth. | cold barge in there and get my 
baby. Save him. Beat the fucking shit out of that asshole who's in there, hurting him. 


The sound of something crashing in there made me jump. A whimper and David's repeated, "No, stop!" 
More crashing, glass breaking. A scream of pain. 
"Fucking slut! Dirty fucking whore! Is this what you want? Huh? Come here!" Mustaine's gritty growl. 


"No! No, Dave, please! Please don't! Okay! | did it. All right? | knocked over the guitar. But it was an accident! | 
was putting my jeans on and | kicked it but nothing happened! | swear it's fine!" 


"IFs not fucking fine! Its out of tune now! | can't fucking play it! ls that what you want? You want me to go 
out there without a guitar and fucking stand there, looking like a fucking jackass all because my fucking weak 
ass bass player if a klutz? You want me to fail, don't you?? DON'T YOU??" 

"NO!" 


"Turn around. Fucking turn around! I'll fucking show you what a goddamn failure | am! And when I'm done with 


you, I'll go find a few other people only too happy to give you a proper reaming.” 
"Dave, no. Please don't.. it.it still hurts." 
"Like | give a fuck!" 


Get the fuck in there, Grohl! What are you stil doing, standing here? | shouted at myself and, heaving my 
shoulder against the door, | pushed it open 


What | saw made my stomach turn. The chairs and tables had been turned over. Food and bottles of water 
knocked all over the room. Mustaine had David bent over the back of the couch, his jeans torn down around 
his knees. He had one fist knotted in my beloved's hair, pulling his head back at a painful angle. There was blood 
dotting a trail down David's chin. 


"Get your fucking hands off of him!" | shouted as they both looked at their intruder in shock. 


"Who the fuck are you?" Mustaine growled. His eyes were blazing and his face was bright red in anger. 

"I'm the guy that ain't gonna let you do that anymore." | said with every ounce of courage | could muster. 
This Mustaine was twenty years younger than me, had a powerhouse of a body and a raging temper with 
which to fuel it. But | didn't care. | had to save him. Had to put an end to this before he could go through it 


for twenty-five more years. 


"You should go." David said quietly. He swallowed and looked at me, silently begging me. He knew that Mustaine 
would punish him for my interruption and the sooner | left, the less it might hurt. 


| can't" And | silently apologized to him, our eyes meeting. 


He was beautiful. Those large, innocent eyes pleaded with me but | was having none of it. | was there to save 


my David. 
"You heard him. You should go. Get the fuck out. This don't concern you." 
It does concern me. | will not let you hurt him anymore. | love him." 


"What?? Junior, you HAVE been fucking around behind my back!" Mustaine turned back to David again and 


reached for him. 

David scurried away, trying to yank his pants up at the same time. He tripped and fell against an overturned 
chair and the redheaded bastard lunged for him, grabbing him by his hair and jerking him back onto his feet. 
He shoved David against the concrete wall and that's when | reached for Mustaine. | wrapped an arm around 
his neck and tightened. 

"Get the fuck off of mel" He screeched. 

But | pulled him back enough to allow David to break free. 

"Call the cops!" | screamed at David 

He stood stock still, watching me struggle with Mustaine. 

"Call the fucking cops!" | screamed again. 


He didn't move. 


"David!" 


"Who are you?" He finally murmured. 

| lost my focus. | was bewildered that he just stood there, watching. Thats when Mustaine jabbed a sharp 
elbow right into my ribs, knocking the wind out of me. | stumbled back a couple steps and the redhead was on 
me. He landed a hard right to the side of my face and | twisted, my hand flying to my face, my other arm 
sweeping round, looking for something to steady me. | came up with a glass bottle of beer and immediately 
cracked over Mustaine's head. It didn't stop him, however. He kept coming, landing punch after punch. Some got 
my face, some got me in the stomach. Eventually, | found myself flat on my back on the floor with him over 
top of me. One fist wrapped in my shirt, lifting me up, only to be slammed back down again. 


"David!" | croaked. "David, please." 


As | was blacking out, the last thing | saw was my baby David jumping on Mustaine's back, wrapping his arms 
around the violent redhead's neck. 


"David. Beautiful David, | wanted to save you. I'm so sorry.” 
"Hey, wake up." | heard a voice. Someone was shaking me. "Wake up, you crazy motherfucker.” 


| could only open one eye. But what | saw took my breath away. Young David was bent over me, a smile on his 
perfect, flawless face. 


"| don't know who the fuck you are but | know that you're crazy." He said. "And | know that l'm forever 
grateful to you.” 


He offered me a hand and helped me stand. That's when | saw Mustaine laid out on the floor behind David. 
"Is he..?" 
"Unconscious. Thanks to this." He held up a broken, black Flying V guitar. 


| laughed. He laughed and chucked the guitar to the floor. And then he hugged me. | held him tightly, burying 


my face in his hair, even as all the muscles in my body screamed in pain. 

"David, | love you. | love you so much. | just wanted to save you. Had to save you." 
"Hey. Hey, sweetie. Wake up." He squirmed in my arms, trying to pull away. 

"I am awoke. Awake, thanks to you." 

"No, Dave, wake up. You're dreaming." 


"Huh?" | ran my hands over David's body, feeling him close to me, feeling.bedsheets? 


Both eyes opened this time and | found myself in my bed with my David. He was staring at me, a small, gentle 


smile on his face. 
"You were dreaming, baby." 


“Saved you. | went and | saved you." | murmured before leaning in to kiss him. 


"You sure did" 


